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Foreword 

Good Advice from a Very Perceptive Puppy (Anonymous) 

When loved ones come home, always run to greet them.

Take naps.

Stretch before rising.

Run, romp, and play daily.

Never pass up the opportunity to go for a joyride.

Allow the experience of fresh air and the wind in your face to be pure ecstasy.

When it’s in your best interest, always practice obedience.

Let others know when they’ve invaded your territory.

Thrive on attention and let people touch you.

Avoid biting when a simple growl will do.

On warm days, stop to lie on your back in the grass.

On hot days, drink lots of water and lie under a shady tree.

When you’re happy, dance around and wag your entire body.

No matter how often you’re scolded, don’t buy into the guilt thing and pout. Run right back and make friends.

Delight in the simple joy of a long walk.

Eat with gusto and enthusiasm. Stop when you’ve had enough.

Be loyal.

Never pretend to be something you’re not.

If you want what lies buried, dig until you find it.

When someone is having a bad day, be silent, sit close by, and nuzzle him or her gently.
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Charles M. Schulz, the creator of the classic comic strip Peanuts, summarized the human-dog relationship so well when he said, “Happiness is a warm puppy.” The hundreds of men and women who over the years have shared with us their stories of a lifelong love of dogs agree: People never forget the excitement and the joy that they experienced as children when they got their first puppy. The wonderful relationship between a child and a puppy was also the beginning of learning important lessons about taking care of another being, and about recognizing the place of all creatures—great and small—in the web of life.

There are more than 60 million Americans who share their households with dogs. What better time to write a book about puppies, than the year traditional Chinese astrology designates as the Year of the Dog?

Dog owners or not, few people can resist the fuzzy face of a puppy or the desire to pick it up and hold it. Decades ago, savvy advertisers learned that the ads and commercials drawing the most positive and productive attention were not those depicting their products paired with a lovely lady in a swimsuit, but the ones coupling their wares with a happy child and an affectionate puppy.

Puppy Miracles is filled with heartwarming stories of inspiration, courage, and devotion, demonstrating the remarkable depth of feeling that exists between humans and canines. It also explores the bond of unconditional love that provides so many individuals with life-altering experiences. Within these pages, you will be able to experience the truth that happiness, harmony, health, and healing can be found in the warmth and love of a puppy.

Brad Steiger 

Sherry Hansen Steiger 

November 2006 
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Dogs are often hailed as “angels without wings,” especially when they are involved in rescuing humans from dangerous situations.

Although we sincerely hope such terrible circumstances as those that befell Mrs. Dragica Vlaco would never happen to you, just try to imagine what it would be to fall into a river at night, to crawl shivering and cold up on the bank, to feel that your life is nearly over—and then to look up and see a dog, complete with halo and wings, standing over you.

On October 29, 2002, Buoy, a yellow Labrador retriever, and his owner Jim Simpson were attending a Halloween party on Gowen Avenue, near the Columbia River, in Richland, Washington. Because it was a costume party, Simpson had outfitted Buoy, who was known for his pleasant disposition and  friendliness toward people, as an angel, with a halo around his head and wings attached to his body.

Around 8:30 p.m., Buoy indicated that he needed to take a break to obey nature’s call and Simpson let him outside. After a few minutes, Simpson called for the Labrador to return to the party. Concerned that the usually promptly obedient dog did not heed his calls, Simpson decided that he should investigate and see what had delayed or halted Buoy’s return.

After walking a bit along the footpath near the levee, Simpson told the Richland Tri-City Herald that he sighted Buoy at the bottom of a rocky slope that jutted into the river. The Labrador answered his owner’s summons with several anxious barks of his own, and it was clear that Buoy had discovered something near the water that he believed superseded Simpson’s calls to return to the party. When Simpson investigated, he was shocked to find that Buoy’s concerns centered around a woman who was lying on the ground, disoriented, soaking wet, and shivering uncontrollably in the 20°F temperatures. Buoy was nudging and licking the woman, trying his best to help her. Simpson could clearly see that Buoy had resolved to remain rooted to the spot until help came.

Simpson immediately summoned the police and an ambulance. Later, Simpson learned that the woman’s name was Dragica Vlaco, and that her family had been searching for her since that afternoon. Police theorized that Mrs. Vlaco had become disoriented from the pain medications that she had been taking for a recent shoulder surgery, wandered down to the levee, and fell into the river. She was taken to the Kadlec Medical Center, treated for hypothermia, and released a few days later.

There was no question in anyone’s mind that Buoy had found Mrs. Vlaco just in time. She would surely have frozen to death if she had lain unprotected and unnoticed for very much longer.

Simpson commented to a reporter, “Buoy’s a pretty friendly dog and pretty curious about people. It’s a good thing he went over there and found the woman when he did.”

And appearing garbed as an angel probably contributed a great deal to Mrs. Vlaco’s state of mind.
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If you should ever find yourself alone in subzero temperatures, Charlie Brown’s observation that, “happiness is a warm puppy,” would take on a whole new meaning. When Desmond Pem-berton, fifty-eight, lay unable to move in the cold Kaimanawa Forest Park on the North Island of New Zealand, he had only his puppy, B, to keep him from freezing to death. Thankfully, B was enough.

Pemberton, wearing only a pair of polar fleece pants, a polypropylene singlet, a T-shirt, and a bush shirt, set out on Wednesday, August 8, 2001, in his Suzuki four-wheel drive SUV accompanied by B, his Labrador–blue heeler mix, for a brief outing in the park. Pemberton, who was in remission from lung cancer and also suffered from emphysema, perhaps overexerted himself on the drive and collapsed at the steering wheel, sending the Suzuki and its passengers crashing into a ravine.

For five days and nights, Pemberton fell in and out of consciousness. Temperatures fell to four degrees below zero, and for three nights, icy rain fell. The only thing that kept Pemberton from freezing was B, his faithful companion, who snuggled up against Pemberton to keep him warm.

On Monday, August 13, a forest survey helicopter spotted the crashed Suzuki SUV near Sika Lodge, about thirty-six miles southeast of Taupo. Upon investigating, they found the nearly dead Pemberton. At his side, in the wreckage in the ravine, was Pemberton’s faithful B.

The New Zealand Herald reported that Pemberton was frozen and unable to speak when his rescuers located him. One of the men told reporters that Pemberton was so cold that he was, “actually stiff and couldn’t even open his mouth.” Senior Constable Barry Shepherd added that the man was suffering from hypothermia and would almost certainly have died if he had suffered such exposure to the cold for one more night. Medical experts said that Pemberton had been kept alive by the warmth of his dog, who slept by his side when temperatures plunged.

At any time, B could have struck out on his own and probably would have reached shelter and food within two or three days. However, B chose to remain by his owner’s side and place his master’s survival above his own.
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Lee Moorhead of Long Island, New York, told us that she had a wonderful story for us regarding a puppy miracle:

“When my daughter Gigi was only ten days old, I gave my husband a German shepherd puppy for Father’s Day, because I learned that he had wanted one all his life. We named her Princess, and she took to our family immediately and was very protective of our little girl.

“When my son Michael, now a grown man, was born, Princess guarded his crib as if she were with the FBI. No one, not even my in-laws, could approach the crib without her barking up a storm to let me know someone was in the room. When Mike was big enough to prop up in a highchair, he would sit there and feed Princess his baby cookies. She would take a bite, and then he would take a bite, until the cookie was all gone.

“Before Michael was born, I worked in New York City for an advertising firm. Although I was on an extended maternity leave, my boss called one day and begged me to come to the office long enough to break in a new secretary. Michael was still crawling and just a baby, but I complied and did my best to show the new lady the special talents and abilities needed for working at an advertising firm. After six months or so, the firm called and said that the lady I had trained so diligently did not work out, and they asked me back again to break in another new secretary. I hired a housekeeper, Mrs. Dumphy, to take care of my three-year-old daughter and my baby son.

“One day when I got home from work, my housekeeper was very distraught. Mrs. Dumphy told me that if it were not for Princess, I might have lost my son that day. We lived up a very high flight of stairs on the second floor of a two-family house, and the hallway was a tiled floor. Mrs. Dumphy never noticed that the door to the apartment was open slightly. Somehow, Michael escaped through the door and made his way to the top step. Princess jumped in front of him and started barking loudly.

Mrs. Dumphy did not hear Princess’s alarm at first because she was doing dishes and the water was running, drowning out the dog’s bark. When she turned off the water, she could hear Princess barking and  ran out to find her blocking Michael with her body. He would certainly have fallen down that long flight of steps and landed on the tile in the hallway.

“Princess was a very special dog, and our family loved her dearly. Unfortunately, she died when having puppies just a few years later. We took her out to my husband’s parents’ house in the country to bury her under an oak tree. I wrote a letter to Mike that day about how Princess had saved his life. I gave him the letter when he turned twenty-one.”
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All dog owners will remember the first time their “fearless” four-legged fur ball heard thunder. The puppy’s eyes opened wider than you’d ever seen them; an anxious whine came from deep inside the wee body; all four paws began tap-dancing nervously on the floor; and, if at all possible, the normally brave and bold pup crawled up on your lap for safety.

Some dogs, albeit a very small percentage, don’t seem to pay much attention to thunder, let alone exhibit unrestrained fear and trembling. However, most canines do respond, according to the definition of thunder in the The Dog’s Dictionary, which explains the atmospheric phenomenon as “…a signal that the world is coming to an end. Humans remain amazingly calm during thunderstorms, so it is necessary to warn them of the danger by trembling uncontrollably, panting, rolling your  eyes wildly, and following at their heels.” For all those insensitive humans who laugh and make light of such canine concerns about thunder, there is the story of Sport to stop the cynics cold in their tracks. Sport nearly paid the ultimate price for learning that when thunder rumbles across the heavens, everyone should be afraid—very afraid.

On Wednesday, April 24, 2002, Sally Andis, who lived in rural Washington, Indiana, stepped inside just as a thunderstorm was beginning to pelt down rain. Sport, her little beagle, was just outside the backdoor, chained to a nearby tree.

There was the sound of thunder and the flash of lightning. Sally heard Sport let out a yelp—then she couldn’t see anything. All the lights in the house went out. Every appliance in the house had its cord blown away from the electrical outlets.

Sally had been standing near the backdoor when a bolt of lightning struck nearby, and the loud sound had deafened her right ear. She stumbled about for a few moments, disoriented. Later, she would remember that everything looked as if it were in some kind of strange fog.

After a few more moments of confusion, Sally’s mind cleared and she became filled with concern for her little beagle, chained to the tree where the lightning bolt had struck. She became desperate with fear when she saw that the heat of the lightning strike had left a charred ring around the tree and melted through Sport’s chain. Bits of the chain were scattered on the ground, but there was no beagle in sight.

Thinking she heard sounds coming from the nearby creek, Sally ran to investigate and found her little Sport trying to soak up as much water as possible. His fur was singed, and he was bleeding from one paw. When she picked him up, his body felt hot and he was panting. After a while, Sport seemed to regain his equilibrium, and after a detailed examination, the veterinarian proclaimed him unharmed. The singed hair would grow back, and the beagle would be none the worse for having undergone such an enlightening experience.

The Washington Times-Herald carried a story of the miracle beagle who survived being struck by lightning. It was apparent that the lightning bolt had hit the tree in the Andises’ backyard, traveled through Sport’s chain, melted the links that bound him to the tree, then continued its jolting pathway through the dog and into the foundation of the house, blasting bricks thirty to forty feet away.

Although the electrified beagle seemed sound of body, Sally Andis told reporters that he now preferred staying in the house, rather than romping outdoors in the backyard when storms were brewing.
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When Lee Bellinger, owner of a publishing company in Annapolis, Maryland, was visiting his mother in Charlotte, North Carolina, he made the acquaintance of Bundy, a black Labrador– pit bull mix, that belonged to one of his mother’s neighbors. The family had acquired Bundy when he was a cute little puppy, but now that he was nine months old and had become gaunt and sickly due to a bad case of worms, the family decided that it would be too costly for them to nurse him back to health. Bundy was about to be taken to a veterinarian to be put down when Lee decided to give him another chance at life.

Lee spent hundreds of dollars in veterinary bills getting Bundy back in shape. But it turned out that he had made an excellent investment.

In January of 1994, Lee woke up one night to find his room filled with black smoke. Frightened and confused, he tried to find his way to safety. Lee began to choke on the heavy smoke. It was as if he were blind, unable to see a thing—unable to find his way through his own home. He was dizzy and disoriented. Lee dropped to the floor and began to crawl. He had to find a way out fast—or he would soon be dead.

Then he felt Bundy brush up against him. Lee reached up, put a finger in his collar, and said, “Let’s go for a walk!”

Confidently taking the lead, the big, black dog brought his owner to the front door and to safety.

Within seconds, Lee’s bedroom was engulfed in 600-degree flames. The two-story house sustained $125,000 in damages from the electrical fire. Most important, however, both man and dog escaped serious injury.

Bundy had repaid the debt. He had given his benefactor, Lee Bellinger, his second chance at life too.
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It is always terrible news whenever one hears about missing children. Other parents who hear the news immediately empathize with the missing children’s parents. “What would I be feeling right now if those were my kids out there lost, frightened, cold, and hungry?” Even though the “deep, dark woods” have become archetypal in our contemporary consciousness as a frightening place where children may get lost just as they did in the forests of old, each year kids do go missing in the forested areas of the United States. Thankfully, after desperate searches by the family and very often hundreds of volunteers, many are found safe and sound—and very often, dogs are responsible for finding the children before it’s too late.

One miserable, late winter’s day in 1993, the three Eklund brothers went missing for eighteen hours in the swampy woodlands near Dartmouth, Massachusetts. The oldest, Bryan, was only thirteen; the youngest, Matthew, nine; and Robert Jr. in the middle at eleven.

The boys’ father, Robert, told those who had joined him to search for the boys that the three brothers, their dog, Abby, and their friend, twelve-year-old David Choquette, had been out exploring the frozen marshlands. After David and Abby, who were in the lead, crossed a pond, the ice cracked behind them, preventing the Eklund brothers from following them.

Not to worry, the boys had told David. They would get home another way. They were certain that they knew of a shortcut.

David said that he felt capable of finding his way home, so he and Abby, a ten-month-old Labrador– German shepherd mix, set off on the path on the other side of the pond. David and Abby made it home easily. Bryan, Robert, and Matthew did not.

That night, thirty-five volunteers with flashlights searched the dark, swampy woodlands in heavy rain. They were acutely aware that the young boys had no blankets or camping gear with them. They probably didn’t even have a match to light a fire. They would be chilled to the bone. To add to their problems, the rain turned to snow and made the soft ground even more treacherous.

At home, Donna Eklund prayed for the safety of her sons. They needed a miracle.

Abby probably sent up a doggy prayer of her own, and she undoubtedly became concerned that her young owners had not found their way home.

By morning, the search party had grown from thirty-five to 400 people, and every single one of the volunteers and law enforcement officials had the same uncomfortable question repeating itself over and over inside their minds, while they desperately searched for the Eklund brothers: How long could the boys last in the chilling cold and the heavy rain?

When she could not stand to wait or to pace nervously one minute longer, Abby slipped unnoticed out of the Eklund house and went in search of the three boys.

Using her standard, built-in, dog-detection abilities, Abby found Bryan, Robert, and Matthew quite easily.

Just the sight of Abby raised the boys’ spirits. They huddled around her to pool their body heat, and they were encouraged by her presence. If she had been able to find them, so should the search party to be able to.

Abby stayed with the boys until they were found— eighteen hours after they had been reported missing.

Donna Eklund had received her miracle, and her sons were in relatively good condition considering the ordeal that they had been through in the freezing rain, snow, and cold.

As for Abby, well, she was rewarded with a big steak.
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Concerned about her infant daughter’s overall health, Joan Burns of Sioux Falls, South Dakota, had her doctor carefully examine baby Tiffany. Although nothing was discovered that indicated any serious abnormality or medical condition, the family German shepherd, Peter, seemed ill at ease and insisted on sleeping under Tiffany’s crib.

Peter proved to be such an attentive caretaker that he saved tiny Tiffany Burns’s life twice—in the span of nine months. The infant was only nine days old when the German shepherd pup came running into her mother’s bedroom and persuaded her to follow him back to the child’s crib.

Joan was horrified to find her baby blue in the face and lying alarmingly still. Thanks to Peter, she got to the crib in time to perform CPR on her infant daughter and to save her life.

Such a demand for immediate attention arose again one night about nine months after the first incident. As he had done before, Peter urgently bounded into the master bedroom to awaken the sleeping mother.

Joan gave Tiffany a cursory once-over and decided that everything was fine.

But when she tried to return to bed, Peter blocked her path. It was unlike the German shepherd to be so aggressive and demanding.

The puzzled mother spent more time, carefully examining her daughter. Nothing. Tiffany was fine.

But Peter, in doggy body language, said no way. Joan pushed past him, wanting very much to return to bed and sleep.

Peter followed Joan to her bed and kept at her until she got up once again, this time quite irritated, to go into Tiffany’s bedroom to conduct a third examination of the sleeping infant.

It was during her third time checking Tiffany that Joan was horrified to discover that her baby had stopped breathing—just like the time before. She performed CPR with Pete assisting her by licking Tiffany’s face.

Later, the doctors theorized that Peter’s licking helped stimulate little Tiffany to breathe again. After the doctors completed their examination of Tiffany,  their diagnosis discovered symptoms of a rare infant sleeping disorder.

Since the narrow escape of the second episode, Tiffany sleeps with a special monitor that emits a beeping sound should she stop breathing.

Peter, however, isn’t taking any chances. He still sleeps under Tiffany’s crib.
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Can you even imagine a person who doesn’t like puppies? From the moment of birth, we believe that at least 98 percent of the human species is predisposed to love puppies, and the love affair continues in most folks until they become old and gray. Bring a puppy into a hospital, and the patients’ faces light up with smiles. Bring a puppy into a nursing home, and the elderly men and women reach out to touch its fur and receive a flood of memories of times past when they loved a pup of their own.

An astonishing fact about our puppy love is that it is actually good for us. More and more scientists are conducting studies that prove petting a puppy can help humans to lower high blood pressure, to cope with depression, to relieve stress-related disorders, to help children overcome allergies, and to ease the loneliness of the elderly in nursing homes.

Apart from those big, brown puppy eyes looking at us adoringly, apart from giving us an endless supply of unconditional love, apart from our puppies’ single-minded mission to please us, why does petting and playing with puppies make us feel so good?

Dr. Karen Allen, associate professor in the School of Medicine at the State University of New York at Buffalo, has found that dogs can help women control stress far more effectively than confiding in a best friend.

In a series of revealing tests, forty-five women had their blood pressure, pulse, skin response, and other bodily functions monitored while they worked on a number of brain-teasing arithmetic problems designed to produce stress and tension. Some of the women tackled the problems with just their dog with them in the testing room. Others performed the tasks in the company of human friends. Interestingly, body responses remained normal among those women who worked with only their dogs present. However, women who had human friends present showed dramatically increased physiological response. Even the presence of very close, supportive human friends caused increased blood pressure, pulse rate, and sweating palms in these stressful problem-solving situations.

Why was this so? Dr. Allen pointed out that we know very well that our dogs don’t judge us or evaluate us, and they certainly couldn’t care less how we  might do on an arithmetic test. The very presence of these human friends made the subjects more likely to rush through the problems and to make mistakes. Dr. Allen said the results clearly demonstrated that the ease with which the tasks were accomplished was much more pronounced with a dog present.

Dr. Allen acknowledged that it is still important to be able to turn to a good friend for support, comfort, and advice, but she admitted that there were many special situations where she would rather be with her dog than a human companion.

As Dr. Alan Beck of the Center for the Human-Animal Bond reminds us, owning a pet isn’t just some kind of hobby. Having that puppy can be vital to our health and can improve quality of life.
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Twenty-two years ago, Michael Shinabery, a radio and print journalist from New Mexico, was jogging in San Angelo, Texas, when his Doberman pinscher puppy, Midnight, struggled against his leash to pull him in the opposite direction.

“I stubbornly felt the dog should do what I wanted,” Mike told us. “Within a short time, a tornado descended. The windows of the cars next to an apartment building I was near imploded. I was in a whirlwind, then a sudden calm before the frenzy erupted once again. If I’d only heeded the puppy’s ‘advice’ I would not have ended up in the hospital emergency room with glass in one of my eyes.”

We know Michael quite well, and we also know that he has listened to his dog’s advice and profited from puppy love ever since.

Those of us who have shared our lives with dogs have found that some of life’s greatest lessons have been taught to us by our puppies. With some pups, our time together may have been brief, and, sadly, they never had the opportunity of leaving puppy-hood. Others reached maturity to meet the challenges of adulthood and to share many years of friendship, love, and loyalty.

On the following pages, coauthor Brad Steiger shares the “Six Great Life Lessons” that he learned from four remarkable puppies—Toby, Rex, Queen, and Reb.
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Toby 

In the 1930s, it was a necessity on Iowa farms to have one or more dogs to help take care of livestock and to oversee the protection of the calves, pigs, chickens, and sheep against the nocturnal marauding of predators. When I was four years old, we had Old Bill, a big collie, to help round up the cattle and provide muscle against unwanted night visitors. Toby, our little black-and-white rat terrier, did his best to control the ever-multiplying rodent population that raided corn and oat bins and stole eggs from chicken houses.

I loved Old Bill and the security that his presence gave to our farm, but Toby was a fun-loving pup, just a few months old. Bill was getting along in years, losing his teeth, becoming a little grumpy and  hard of hearing; playing with a little boy was no longer his idea of a good time. Toby, on the other hand, was always up for a romp on the lawn or in the fields. He wasn’t avoiding his responsibilities when we ran in the pastures or the fields. He would always take time to sniff out a rabbit warren or a rat hole. Toby’s skill at excavating rodent residences with his front paws, combined with the deadly prowess of his jaws and sharp teeth, often enabled him to bring home a trophy and receive praise from Dad, who hailed Toby as a tough, dependable, little bounty hunter.

There comes a time, however, when even the toughest and strongest should acknowledge that it is better to retreat and live to fight another day than to take on clearly impossible odds and die in the fray. In those days, so close to the Great Depression, with many people still feeling a residual financial pinch, some pet owners in the nearby towns and villages decided that they could no longer afford to feed their dogs or cats. In order to save money, many of these individuals loaded up their pets and drove them out to the gravel roads of the rural areas and dumped them, falsely assuming that there would always enough to eat for their cast-off pet on a farm. Because the farmers already had their dogs and a barn full of cats, they were faced with the unpleasant task of warding off the unwelcome invaders. Those dogs who escaped the  farmers’ shotguns formed dangerous and vicious packs that preyed on livestock. The cats who couldn’t find a friendly hearth or a nourishing bowl of milk took to the woods and began to spawn generations of feral felines that shed all vestiges of domesticity.

In the spring of 1940, country folk faced the menace of roaming packs of dogs combined with the annual threat of rabies. Until the farmers in our area could eliminate the danger of the groups of killer canines and rabies season passed, Dad decided that Bill and Toby would have to spend their nights locked in the cob house, the old building near our house where we kept the corncobs we used in our kitchen cook stove. There was no way that he wanted the aging collie and the feisty rat terrier trying to ward off a pack of a dozen or more hounds that would range in size and breed from big German shepherds to medium-sized beagles and spaniels. Plus, there was the real possibility that one or more of these rogue animals would be rabid. One bite or scratch from a carrier of rabies would be enough to infect our dogs with the terrible madness of the disease.

Bill didn’t mind spending the night lying on the cobs in the shed. He would hear the howls and barks of strange dogs prowling the farm, growl an obligatory warning, and then, his righteous anger expressed, he would settle back on the cobs and clear  away an area for his bed. Toby, on the other hand, couldn’t stand being locked in the shed when uninvited guests were rummaging around in the darkness of our farm. He wanted to get out of there and do some serious brawling with the night marauders. He was eleven pounds of danger, death, and destruction to those outlaws who dared to trespass on our farm.

Toby’s misguided sense of bravado and his undeniable bravery proved to be his undoing. With those sharp teeth that had led to the demise of countless vermin, Toby chewed a hole through the wood door of the shed just large enough for him to squeeze through and challenge the pack of invaders.

It was easy for Dad to reconstruct the terrible events of the night when he approached the shed at first light of morning. Old Bill was whining his distress and frustration. It was obvious from the cuts and bloody wounds on his muzzle that he had tried to force himself through the tiny hole, in order to come to Toby’s assistance. But Toby was gone. The hole he had chewed through the wooden door and the little red collar that had been ripped from around his neck was the only evidence to prove that he had ever existed.

Night after night for weeks afterward, I prayed that the courageous little terrier would return to us, but I knew with all my childish fervor that if Toby were alive, he would come back to me.
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Become a believer in the
miracle of puppies!

We all know puppies are adorable. But some of these tiny four-
legged friends are miracle workers, too!

Bestselling authors Brad Steiger and Sherry Hansen Steiger
share fifty amazing stories—from a Labrador retriever who
rescues a woman from an icy river to a German shepherd puppy
who saves a baby from a fall down a steep flight of scairs.

The heroic deeds in Pipzy Miracles will affiem your love
for these cuddly creatures, and turn you into a rue believer of
the power of puppies. You'll be amazed and inspired by these
extraordinary pups!

BRAD STEIGER & SHERRY HANSEN STEIGER
have—together and separately—writen more than 100 inspistonal books,
including Chrimas Miscler (winner of the 2002 Storyelling Avard from
Stonyelling World magszin) and P Minacls They live in Forse Ci, Towa.
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